afraid for a long time, of being unable to hide my fear from
John. It was not until about a week later when I had
completely recovered my balance and was happily con-
vinced that no one had suspected my trouble that John
remarked quietly: 'You have been frightened, haven't you,
my poor darling ? I've been so terribly worried and sorry,
but there was nothing I could do about it. You just had to
get through it as best you could/
But if that personal reaction was purely temporary there
was another anxiety that never left me: what would be the
consequences to John's health if, in spite of all the warnings
we had received, she must not only run the risk of English
winters but in circumstances that might preclude even
normal precautions. Therefore, in spite of her considerable
opposition, I began to concentrate upon a return to Italy
and since she for her part was anxious with regard to the
possible effects of the English climate upon Evguenia's
lungs, she offered less resistance than would otherwise have
been the case. It was partly for this reason that, 'The Fore-
castle5 having been dismantled and being in any easels I
have stated, uninhabitable in winter, she agreed to make
plans for a winter in the West Country, pending the
possibility of returning to Florence.
At that time she was fully launched upon a new book and
since the Channel coast was likely to involve many alerts
and the doctor pointed out that shelters were unlikely to be
salubrious, and since in those days we none of us suspected
that we should never even see the inside of a shelter, we
almost inevitably decided to go to Lynton. John and I had
had happy times there in the past, riding and reading and
walking with the dogs; it had the advantages of familiarity
and the Cottage Hotel was also familiar.
So to the Cottage Hotel at Lynton we went, John and I
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